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Lay like the folds of a bright girdle forl'd.

But now I only hear

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,                   25

Retreating, to the breath

Of the night wind, down the vast edges drear

And naked shingles of the world.

Ah, love, let us be true

To one another! for the world, which seems           30

To lie before us like a land of dreams,

So various, so beautiful, so new,

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,

Nor certitude, nor peace* nor help for pain;

And we are here as on a darkling plain                    35

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight

Where ignorant armies clash by night.

M. Arnold.
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THERE rolls the deep where arrew the tree.

0 earth, what chanties hast thou seen!

There where the lone; street roars, hath been
The stillness of the central sea.

The hills are shadows, and they flow                         5

From form to form, and nothing stands;
They melt like mist, the solid lands,

Like clouds they shape themselves and go.

But in my spirit will I dwell,

And dream my dream, and hold it true;         10
For tho1 my lips may breathe adieu

I cannot think the thing farewell.

Lord Tennyson.